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INDIAN SCALE 


CANGDIAN TALE 


E AR Hudſon's Banks, unknown to public View, 
From Youth to Age, a beauteous Couple grew; 


Full twenty Years in cordial Love they paſt, 


Ere Marriage link'd them to her Chain at laſt ; 
No Chain for them, —unbounded as before, 
They ſtill liv'd on, and loy'd each other more. 


B Each 
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Each Day increas'd their Pleaſures and their Eaſe, 
For each had Charms, and each was ſure to pleaſe. 
Such Joy, ſuch Love, ſuch Fondneſs, ſuch Delight, 
Perpetual mingled in each other's Sight. | 
One blooming Boy, the Image of them both, 
Compleated Bliſs, unknown before on Earth, 
Hard by the Sea, ſcarce ſcen by human Eye, 
Their Hovel ſtood, —their Scale was Fiſhery. 
On that ſupported, by their daily Pains, 
On that depended all their future Gains. 
Though poor, content; though humble, yet not low? 
Too proud to flatter, yet not proud to know; 
Aloof from Fortune, and her ſhifting Means, 
They ſoar'd above, and ſpurn'd her wicked Scenes. 
Though, civil War invaded all the Land, 
And horrid Difcord held her flaming Brand ; 
It wreck'd not them; but, calmly in their Cot, 
They felt the Comforts of a facred Spot ; 

No 


> 


No Altar yet e'er gave more ſafe Retreat, 
Than they continual in this Place did meet; 
No Cares enſued, no Troubles did torment; 
Their Souls enjoy'd that Happineſs, Content. 
| Kind laviſh Nature gave them Strength and Health, 
Which far exceeds all Grandeur, Pomp, and Wealth 
At Morn they'd rife, and hail the bluſhing Sun; 
At Night return, fatigu'd with what they'd done. 
A ſmall Repaſt then ſerv'd them for their Fare, 
And Sleep they wanted, though not Sleep from Care. 
Soft balmy Reſt, the Nurſe of quiet Minds, 
Is ſoft indeed, when ſuch like theſe ſhe finds; 
When ſuch like theſe, her downy Pillow ſends, 
How ſweet, how mild, how lovely, are her Ends! 
From Labour's Work, kind Nature muſt give Pauſe, 
For Nature's Works have alſo Nature's Laws . 
To which obedient, all muſt learn to kneel, 
Or elſe muſt learn the Conſequence to feel. 

The 
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The Rich, the Proud, the Wicked, and the Great, 
And thoſe who live in Palaces of State, 


Enjoy not half ſuch Quietneſs as He, 

Who leads a Life of humble Poverty. 

Thus liv'd a Pair, whom Envy muſt applaud, 
And future Ages ſpread their Fame abroad ; 
A Fame as yet, unknown to buſtling Age, 
A Fame as yet, unſpotted as the Page; 


A Fame as yet, more lovely than the Roſe; 
A Fame as yet, much whiter than the Snows, 
Or purer far, than any Lily blows, 
Ohl! ſpeak the Joy, that this fond Pair muſt find, 
From calm Reflection, and an eaſy Mind; 
From ſweet Remembrance of their Actions paſt, 


From Love's firſt Scenes to Love's dear Knot at laſt, 


Oh! ſpeak the Praiſe, —no Praiſe can be too great, 
For ſuch who live, and love a happy State; 


For 
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For fuch who paſs revolving Years away, 
And make To-morrow chearful as To-day.” 
Oh! ſpeak the Bliſs they daily too muſt ſhare, 
In planting Virtue in their darling Heir ; 
In ſowing Friendſhip in a Heart that's good, 
And ſtecring Nature clear of Vice's Road. 
How ſweet the Taſk, when Inclination leads 
A Mind ſpontaneous to the nobleſt Deeds [ 1 
How pleaſing too, when, Fathers will beſtow 
On Children Leſſons 1 they ought to know ! 
How pleaſing more, when Children will retain 
What Fathers labour'd for their Youth to gain! 
How few, alas! can boaſt this happy Life! 
How few, alas] are like this Man and Wife! 
For Wiſdom one, and noble Seat of Thought; 
For Beauty t'other, and for Sweetneſs wrought. 
N Unlearn'd, they knew no Schoolmen's ſubtile An,” 
„No Language, but the Language of the Heart 


C To 


K 


To that accuſtom' d, all their Actions were 


As clear and perfect as the open Air: 
As juſt and good, as Nature's ſelf could be; 


And who's ſo juſt, or who's ſo good, as ſhe? 
The Day run down, the Evening they'd employ 


In pleaſing Prattle with their darling Boy; 
In Tales of Friendſhip mong the Human Kind; 


In Scenes of Virtue, that in Life we find; 


In Tales of Woe, that oft the Wretched meet; 


In Scenes of Vice, that Wickedneſs create : 
Such were the ride Subjects they did uſe; 
Wich ſuch, the Father did his Child amuſe; 
With ſuch, Life's pidure did he hold to View; 
From ſuck, this Leſion to bis Son he drew. 
Attentive quite, and ſeated all around, 

He thus began, and roſe fo off the Ground, 


; Your Parents Honour, as they're near allied ; 


But, chief of all, let Virtue be your Guide, 


Adopt 
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Adopt a Friend, —but let the Friend you make; 
Be Friend to Virtue, no ungovern'd Rake. 
To gentle Words and uſeful Facts give Way, 
Nor hate your Friend, though little he may ſtray. 
Perform with Honour, and with Juſtice too, 
In all you promiſe, and in all you do. 
Reſolve with Care, but once refolv'd be ſtrong, 
Leſt walk Suſpence ſhould make you do the Wrong. 
Defy Mankind, be ſteady to your Plan, 
For oft the double Face appears in Man. 
Lift not to Falſehood, or to Falſchood's Tale, 
But think it light, and light it will avail. 
Theſe Things obſerv'd, your Mind will ſeldom ſtray, 
From what it acts, or what it means to ſay ; 
In vain Deceit may try her ſubtle Art, | 
When honeſt Virtue animates the Heart. 
Cloſe not thine Eyes before RefleQion's Glaſs. 
Has clearly ſhewn how Yeſterday did paſs; 


Review 
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Review thy Mind, with Care revolve each Scene, 
But chief remember where yourſelf hath been; 
Be ſtriet in Fact, leſt Error ſhould recall 
Suſpended Truth, and prove it Fiction all. 
Thus ſpend your Time, and thus you'll find at laft 
The juſt Rewards for all your Virtues paſt, 


Thus ſpoke the Father to his only Son, 

Who well imbib'd the Leſſon he had ſhewn. - 

A Mind well ſteel'd will ſeldom run to Weed, 

But ſhew the Virtue of its pregnant Seed ; 
Tho'young 'twill grow, and ſtrengthen with its Growth, 
And in due Time its Beauties will ſhoot forth : 

Such was his Caſe, and ſoon he prov'd it too, 

That all the Father, all the Son did know ; 
Implanted quite, their Hearts became the ſame, 
Alike in Virtue, and alike in Fame. 


191 
With ſuch Poſſeſſions, who would count them poor ? 
With ſuch Poſſeſſions, who would cover more? 
This has To-day, what next Day that will find ; 


But he ne'er wants when Virtue is the Mind. 


Thus Seaſons roll'd their golden Time way, 
From Morn till Night, from Night again till Day ; 
Inceſſant Love, inceſſant Joy, went round, 

And nought but Bliſs perpetual did abound; 
Perpetual Bliſs | but Fate, all-ruling ftill, 

Can conquer Nature, ev'n gainſt Nature's Will, 
Can mar the Harveſt of her promis d Joys, 

And view with Pleaſure what her Hand deſtroys ; 
With ghaſtly Smile can fit o'er Millions ſlain, 

Yet Millions want, to ſatisfy her Gain. 

With Famine pinch'd, ſhe ſtalks o'er all the Land, 
And marks the Victims for her deſtin d Hand ; + 


D | Alike 
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Alike to her the Palace or the Cot, 
On each ſhe blows, as freely too as not; 
No Choice, no Plea, the Debt by all is paid; 
For Death will give no Credit in his Trade. 
Thus awful Death, the Harbinger of Night, 
To their poor Hovel wing' d his direful Flight; 
There fat in Judgment o'er their happy State, 
And fix'd the Period of their coming Fate. 
A little Period | yet the Mind content 
Will boldly meet whatever Doom is meant . 
With a calm Sunſhine of the Breaſt will fall, 
And ſmile at Death, though Ruler of us all. 


Come, Sorrow, come, diſpatch thy mournful Tale, 


Nor leave us here with Miſery to wail. 

F or who can bear to hear thy Scenes of Woe, 
When Bliſs fo dare, fo lang this Couple knew? 
When Bliſs fo juft, ſo equal and ſo good, 


Crown'd them for Years, and Years for ever would, 


1 


If Fate, grown envious of their Joys alone, 


Had not ſtept in, and mark'd them for her own ? 


One Winter's Night, of all the Nights the worſt 
That Time could bring, ſo fatal! fo accurs'd ! 
Such dreadful Storms were never known before, 
Such Seas were never burſting on the Shore; 
Such Winds were never heard to rage fo high, 
Such Pines and Oaks were never ſeen to lie ; 

As, that ſad Night, the Book of Fate produc'd 
To this great Pair; to which, though yet unus'd, 
They bravely ſtood ; nor trembled all the while; 
An eaſy Conſcience rather made them ſmile. 
Though Horror's Scenes are dreadful in their Kind, 
And ſhake the World, they cannot ſtir the Mind; 
Unchang'd, unmov'd, unſhaken, it will ſtand, 


Midſt Storms, "midſt Tempeſts, and a jarring Land: 
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Its naked Virtue will defy them all, 
And live for ever, though the reſt ſhould fall. 
Thus ſtood a Pair, the greateſt Tempeſt known; 
But oh! alas! they ſtood it not alone; 
Sheltcr'd within, they little knew without, 
The Souls that periſh'd and were put to rout, 
How many met, perhaps, a watery Grave, 
In Friendſhip's Trial for their Friends to ſave; 
How many met, perhaps, a common Fate, 
Who living longer mighthave grac'd a State; 
How many fell, whoſe Hearts were twin'd in Love, 

And longing wiſh'd their Conſtancy to prove; 
How many dy d who N umbers look'd for Home, 
And pining ſat, did count the Day to come. 
Alas! ſuch Scenes are endleſs in their Woe; 
Alas! ſuch Scenes they little thought to know; 
Much leſs to feel what ſoon they'd Cauſe to do, 
Much leſs to ſee what Day brought forth to View. 
Come 


E 
Come, buſy Fate, contrive your direſt Plan, 
And match the preſent Horrors, if you can. 
Lo! half engulph'd a ſhatter'd Veſſel lay, 
With Keel upturn'd, and floated on the Sea. 
Lo one poor Wretch, half dead, and ſpeechleſs too 
Was caſt on Shore, eſcap'd of all the Crew | 
That that Night periſh'd with the Cargo too. 
Struck with this Sight, they led him to their Cot, 
And cheriſh'd Life with all that they had got; 
But ah! in vain, too far was Nature gone, 
| To brighten up by Nouriſhment alone: 
The Hand of Death had ſpread the gloomy Veil, 
And gradual cover'd, as he told his Tale. 
He long'd to end it, but in vain he try'd, 
Farewell was all!—a Struggle, and he dy'd. 
He left behind a Letter which was ſeal'd, 


But, open'd ſoon, the whole Account reveal'd. 
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Thus fell the Bearer of their mournful Lot, 
Whoſe rigid Duty ne'er can be forgot; 
Whoſe gentle Shade will always Pity move, 
— That loft his Life to gain his Maſter's Love. 
Farewell to him; his Virtues were too great 


To make us loſe Remembrance of his Fate... 


Now to our Pair; but more the Letter too, 
For that inform'd them what they never knew; 
By that they learn'd the Veſlel.was a F rende, 
Who ſent it laden for to ſerve their Ends; 
By that they learn'd the Friend who ſent it too, 
Had known them Years, and Years they alſo knew; 


By that they found he meant himſelf to come, 


But this ſad War, alas! had kept him Home ; 
Their Shore he ſaid was difficult to gain, 


Since none but Indians coaſted on the Main; 
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A ſavage Crew employ d in England's Cauſe, 

To havock Nature and break down her Laws; 

To ſhake the Guiltleſs from a guilileſ Land, 

And boaſt the Office of a Scalping Hand, 

For: which enroll'd in endleſs Fame they'll ſtand. / 

For which renown'd, they'll live till to Aſter-times, 

And outvie Britain though in Britain's crimes ;.. 

Like hungry Wolves in queſt of foreign Prey, 

That roam all Night, and feign to ſleep all Day; 

On purpoſe guarded, and on purpoſe bent, 

To ſeize the Harmleſs, when they're not intent, 

They ſkulking lurk, employing every Hour. , 

To draw new Wretches to their fangled Power, 

Whoſe Heads they /ca/p, whoſe Bodies they devour. 

Such Scenes of Horror never yet were ſpread ;. . 

Such Scenes of Murder never yet were read; 

Such Scenes of Maflacre he never knew, 

As ſcen committed by this Hell- hound Crew. 
Surmiſing 
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Surmiſing theſe, he thought it beſt to ſtay 
At home ſecure, than hazard out to Sea 
His Life and all, for Savages a Prey, 
And run the Riſque of /ca/ping in the Way. 
If Chance ſhould proſper, they could come or ſend, 
That would ſuffice, and amply ſerve his End; 
His anxious Mind had reaſon to declare, 
He wiſh'd no Trial with a Danger near; 
He lov'd his Friend, but valued Friendſhip more, 
| When ſafe from Storms it teſted on the Shore. 
While thus he ponder'd o'er the-coming back, 
He little thought his Ship had made a Wreck; 
He little thought the mighty Deep had ten 
The many Treaſures he had pil'd in vain, 
Alas! fond Man too oft expatiates Joy, | 
When Fate as oft is planning to deſtroy. 
Alas! fond Man too oft on Hope depends, 


When Chance as oft defeats the purpos'd Ends. 
Oh! 
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Oh ! paint the Grief that this fond Pair muſt find, 
From deep-felt Anguiſh and a troubled Mind; 


From melting Pity for their noble Friend, 


From boding Sorrow of a hapleſs End. 


Oh! paint the Change the Letter muſt create, 
In Change of Life, within their little State; 
In jarring Converſe bout the fatal Wreck, 
In jarring Converſe bout the going back; 
Twas Death to go, and yet twas Death to ſtay, 
For Friendſhip's poor when Friendſhip meets delay. 
The Huſband then reſolv'd at laſt to go, 
Though Wife and Son had both oppos d it too; 
In vain oppos'd; his Friend was in the Caſe, 
And they for once muſt once for ſuch give Place. 
Thus fix'd as Fate, he plann'd the parting Day, 


And fitted out his Boat, to fail away. 


F That 
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That Boat which oft ſo long had ſerv'd before, 
To load with Fiſh that dabbled near the Shore, 
Now ſerv'd as Veſſel in this noble Plan, 
To carry too a noble-hearted Man. 
But who can paint the Anguiſh and Deſpair 
That Wife and Son had daily for their Fare? 
Oh! who can paint the Sorrows that they ſhed, 
When firſt the Father this Decree had made? 
Oh ! who can paint the melting Tears that fell, 
When Word was mention'd of the laſt Farewell. 
Too ſoon the Time brought round the fatal Day; 
Too ſoon it came, and much they had to ſay. 
Though Grief ſays little, when Affliction's great, 
And inward ſilent pines her wretched State; 
Yet not with them, but various in her Pain, 
Firſt deep, next loud, then deep and loud again; 
She liv'd to fix a Vulture in the Breaſt, 
That gnaw'd continual, and debarr'd their Reſt. 

Alas 
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Alas, poor Man! how wretched was his Lot, 
To have a Friendſhip, and enjoy it not! 
Alas, fond Man! how more than wretched ſtill, 
To have a Home, yet not enjoy his Will! 
His Will was juſt, but theirs was juſter too, 
For what they dreaded was this ſavage Crew; 
They ne'er ſuſpected but he d come again, 
If Chance eſcap'd theſe Pirates of the Main: 
There lay the Rub within their harrow'd Hearts ; 


For there they fancied indians with their Darts; | 
There Scalþs and Tomahawks did riſe to View, | 
And all the Horrors that theſe Fiends could ſhew. 
Alas! how oſt in Fancy w6'conceive,; 0 | 
What in real Life we ſeldom ſhould believe! 
Alas ! how oft Imagination ſtrays, 

In hunting Shadows through her winding Ways. 
A fatal Picture conſtant was in View; 


A fatal Picture conſtantly they drew, 


Fore- 
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Foreboding Ill, as if the Fates they'd known, 

And mark'd his Death a Scalping ane alone. 

Thus, whike they drank the bitter Cup of Woe, 

The Wind blew fair, and ſummon'd him to go.. 

Obey d, he came, attended by them both, 

And launch'd his Veſſel with its Tackle forth ; 

The Sea receiv'd it in its rolling Wave, 

And held it dancing, while he took his Leave; 

Around the Beach they all ſtood Hand in Hand, 

And all embrac'd; then parted from the Sand. 

Few Words they ſaid ; ſad Grief had choak'd the Heart, 

And none could utter, it is Time to part; 

Farewell was all ; then boldly with his Oar 

He puſh'd his Veſſel from the diſmal Shore, 

With aching Eyes they watch'd him out of Sight, 

Nor left the Sea-beach till Approach of Night. 

« Then Homeward bent their ſolitary Way,” 

Counting the Diſtance he had got at Sea; 


Counting 
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Counting the Diſtance he had till to gain; 


But counting more the Time he'd come again. 


Alas, fond Souls! what various Scenes they drew! 
What Grief, what Joy, alternate was in View | 
Firſt, calm and quiet they would talk it o'er; 
Then loud and boiſterous as the Sea-beat Shore. 
They'd ſtand all Day, and pray to Heaven, to ſend 
Propitious Gales to waft him to his Friend. 

Their Prayer was heard; the Sea was never ſeen 
So ſtill, ſo placid, fo cerulean green. 

Happy for him | he met no ſtormy Gale 

To try the Tackle of his ſhatter'd Sail ; 

Happy for him ! he ſteer'd his Compaſs clear 

Of Rocks and Sands that border'd on fo near! 
Happy for hun! he met ſo mild a Breeze, 

To puſh his Veſſel whereſoe' er he'd pleaſe. 

But who can paint the Pleaſure that he knew 


When firſt his Eyes beheld the Land in View; 
G When 
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When firſt his Eyes beheld his Friend ſo near; 
The Friend he lov'd, the Friend of all moſt dear. 
Oh! ſpeak the Joy, the Extaſy he found, 
When, Oar in Hand, he fathom'd all the Ground; 
When ſafe on Shore he trod the driven Sand, 
And found the Caſket of his Love on Land. 
Oh! ſpeak the Bliſs, the Rapture and Delight, 
His Heart muſt raviſh from ſo fond a Sight | 
Though Numbers crouded on the envious Beach, 
To hail his Landing in a welcome Speech ; 
Amidſt them all his darling Friend he knew ; 
Amidſt them all he ſummon'd him to View; 
Then eager ran, and took the dear Embrace, 
That grew for ever ſmiling on the. Face. 

Exſtatic Bliſs | but, Shadow-like in Kind, 

The Subſtance vaniſh'd, which they thought to find. 
Not far from Shore lay ſkulking in their View 
An Indian Veſſel with an Indian Crew; 


5 Unknown 
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Unknown to them, beneath a craggy Jet, 


They'd lain in wait and ſeen theſe People meet : 
Intent on Prey, they now came forth again, 

And, ſhouting, ſtemm'd the Billows of the Main; 
With anxious Minds they labour'd with the Oar, 
And full in Sight they anchor'd near the Shore ; 
Then down at once they dropp'd their little Boat, 
And all leap'd in, and all at once leap'd out; 
One Heart, One Mind, One Plan, cemented all; 
Twas, Scalp's the Word, ſuch Brutes as theſe muſt fall; 
Tis Britain's Wiſh, and Britain's Pay beſides, 

To murder Rebels, and to tan their Hides ; 

Fall on, my Friends, to Havock and to Fame ; 
"Twill brighten yours as well as England Name; 
'Twill bring freſh Honours thick upon your Heads, 
And make you equal to the World in Deeds. 
Inſpir'd with this, they panted for the Blow, 


And waited Signals for the Scene of Woe. 
| By 
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By this the Beach was lin'd with Numbers moce 
Than ſtood at firſt, to meet the Friends on Share. 
By this they'd got ſome Ammunition ſtraight, 
To cruſh theſe Wretches in the Work of Fate. 
By this they'd got their Rifle-Guns in Hand, 
And each in Order took his different Stand. 
The hapleſs Friends in Front together ſtood, 
Like foaming Boars, the Terror of the Wood, 
They firſt ſet on, and op'd the Scene of Blood. 
Succeeded next, a gen' ral Fite begun, 
And each then ſingled to himſelf a Man; 
Fate's bloody Book was read in every Part, 
And Death was ſtriking with his fatal Dart, 
Around them all ; while all, intent to kill 
Would not give up 'till Vengeance had its Fill. 
Alas! what Numbers in the Beach did lay! 


What Numbers more were drove into the Sea! 


What 


1 

What Scenes of Slaughter ev'ry where appear d! 
. 
Alas! ſuch Scenes are dreadful to relate, 
| Where Nature ſuffers by the Force of Fate ; 
Where gainſt her Will ſhe meets a hoſtile Blow, 
And fighting falls a Vitim to ber Foe; 
The Battle ſtill rag'd on with equal Heat, 
And none could judge which Side would: make Retreat. 
At laſt they drove the Indians from the Sand, 
But Numbers loſt by Fate's relentleſs Haud. 
Among the reſt lay breathleſs on the Shore 
Their Champion Leader, whom they mark'd before 
In every Rank, in every Quarter run 
To gain the Glory which in Death he won. 
His Caſe was hard; but harder ſtill the Friend's, 
Whoſe gen'rous Means had caus'd ſuch fatal Ends. 
But who can paint his Figure as he ſtood, 
Mixing his Sorrow with the briny Flood! 
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Oh! who can paint the Horror and Deſpair 

That ſhook his Soul to ſee his Friendſhip there, 

Divided, cruſh'd beneath the Gripe of Fate, 

When Bliſs had plann'd a Happineſs compleat ? 
Alas! it proves the Folly of Extremes; 

| And ſhews, that Life can vaniſh like our Dreams. 

Alas! it proves, the more we mean to get, 

The more we ſuffer in obtaining it. 

Thus loſt to Reaſon, and bereft of Speech, 

He frantick wander'd up and down the Beach ; 

With various Plans he fed his wretched Mind, 

But none would ſuit, —to none he was inclin'd. 

But ah! not long did fad Suſpenſe remain: 

When Senſe and Reaſon had return'd again; 


He then remember'd what he late forgot ; 


He then remember'd the once happy Cot, 
Where Wife and Son were now entomb'd in Woe, 
Waiting each Day, expecting in their View 

The 
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The veſſels Prow come cutting through the Main, 

Bringing with Haſte its Maſter back again. 

He now remember'd what their State muſt be; 

And feeling that,—reſolv'd at once to ſee. 

With eager Hands he haul'd the Boat to Shore; 

With eager Hands he labour'd with the Oar, 

Till near in Sight he ſaw the driven Sand, 

Then anchor'd quick, leſt both ſhould be on Land, 

For both each Day had kept their uſual Stand ; 

Then dropp'd his Sail, as thinking that would do, 
To hide his coming from the ſudden View. 

Alas! in vain 3 too well they knew the Boat ; 

Too well indeed, for oft they'd ſail'd it out. 

With gentle Strokes he ply'd again the Oar, 

And mov'd as gentle to the diſmal Shore, 


A League or ſo was all he had to make, 


Yet wiſh'd it Thouſands for his Feeling's Sake. 


A mov. 
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A moving Scene he piqur d to his Mind; 
More moving till than that he left behind: m1 
With added Hotror all his Griefs renew'd, 
And nought but Death continually he view'd. - 
His Friend, his Loſs, 'but more the Loſs to come, 
Brought new Afflictions to his former Gloom. 
Like ſome poor Pilot in a ſtormy Gale, 
Without an Oar, a Rudder, or a Sail, 
That's left to baffle with the roaring Main, 
And run the Riſque of loſing too his Gain; 
He trembling look'd ;—A Monument of Woe; 
And, Marble like, had loſt his Motion too. 
His Strength far gone, he dropp'd the heavy Oar, 
And left the Tide to caſt him on the Shore. 
Too quick it low'd to keep him at a ſtand, 
But quickly roll'd him on the Pebbled Land. 
Come, flinty Hearts, come boaſt that you can prove z 


For once you pity, and for once you move; 


"Tis 
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'Tis ſeldom known; then prize it as tis rare, 


And learn to practiſe by your Feelings here. 

Lo, Wife and Son, enrapturd to Delight” 

Beyond Ex preſſion, at the Veſſel's Sight, N 
Ran down the Beach, to help him to alight. = 
Around the Boat they both impatient ſtood, | - 

And bore the Waſhing of the foaming Flood. 
Alas, fond Souls! they little thought the Friend 
Had come to tell the Father's diſmal End. | 
Alas, poor Souls! they little thought to finn 
The Sum of all their Hopes was left behind. 
Alas, fond Souls! they little thought to go 
From Joy ſo ſudden, to perpetual Woe. n 
Alas! it proves, no Blifs can be compleat, 

But hangs dependant on the Will of Fate. 

But who can paint the Feelings of their Mind, 
When what they piQtur'd they could never find! 


I When 
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When what they priz d, and held ſo very dear, 
Was gone for ever, when they thought him near! 
The Friend was mute, yet wiſh'd to give Relief, 
But could not-utter for his Load of Grief. | 
Anaz'd they ſtood, and trembled at his Sight, 
Yet well preſag d the Reaſon of his Plight. 
Again they prefs'd him to the dreadful Taſk; 
Again was mute to ev'ry Thing they'd aſk. 
At laſt, aſſuag d by Soothing and by Tears, 
And better Maſter of his former Fears, 
He told the Tale ;—attentive, all they heard; 
And, fix'd as Stone, they neither of them ſtirr'd; 
But, Marble-like, cut out to grace a Tomb, 
They ſtood entranc'd, and wonder'd at his Dom: 
The Wife look'd up, and, heaving of a Sigh, 
Attempted oft to make the Friend reply ; 
But, ah! in vain! cold Death was come at laſt, 


And Life was ebbing to the Goal with Haſte, 
The 
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The Son beheld, but knew no Art could cure 1 


* 
* 


The Hand of Fate, ſo certain and ſo ſure. 


Lock'd in his Arms, ſhe ſmiling met the Blow, 
And welcom'd Death, as Medicine for „ 


Thus fell a Pair a d in F Friendſhip sF lame, | 
Unmatch'd in Virtue, and unmatch'd in F ame. 
Thus fell a Pair whoſe Hearts will ever live, 
While Love for Friendſhip can be kept alive ; 
While Love for Virtue can have Room to own 
Such Deeds of Glory as in Life they'd done. 

Peace to their Shades | Peace to their gentle Reft! 
They liv'd moſt happy, and they dy'd as bleſt. 


The Son ſurviv'd, and with him too the Friend, 
To mourn for ever this unhappy End; 
To tell for ever the ſad Tale of Woe, 
And know no Comfort from Oblivion too, 
5 : Their 
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